6o                    Lord Macaulay
Ho! comrades, scour the plain; and, ere ye strip the
slain,
First give another stab to make your search secure,
Then shake from sleeves and pockets their broad-pieces
and lockets,
The tokens of the wanton, the plunder of the poor.
Fools! your doublets shone with gold, and your hearts
were gay and bold,
When you kissed your lily hands to your lemans to-day;
And to-morrow shall the fox, from her chambers in the
rocks.
Lead forth her tawny cubs to howl above the prey.
Where be your tongues that late mocked at heaven and
hell and fate,
And the fingers that once were so busy with your blades,
Your perfum'd satin clothes, your catches and your oaths,
Your stage-plays and your sonnets, your diamonds and
your spades?
Down, down, forever down with the mitre and the crown,
With the Belial of the Court and the Mammon of the
Pope;
There is woe in Oxford halls; there is wail in Durham's
Stalls:
The Jesuit smites his bosom; the Bishop rends his cope.
And She of the seven hills shall mourn her children's ills,
And tremble when she thinks on the edge of England's
sword;
And the Kings of earth in fear shall shudder when they
hear
What the hand of God hath wrought for the Houses
and the Word.